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df rose with a vague idea of doing something, I don't low what. The killers glared round the bar. Then they w me—as far as they were concerned a British officer, icy paused irresolutely, then of one accord thrust the stols into their holsters and came over to shake hands, fterwards they walked away quietly. I resumed my litary drink, and I never saw the fugitives again. They ust have been spirited away by a back exit. Such was the murderous and explosive atmosphere of thens, and the effect of a British uniform. Unfortunately Lere were not enough uniforms. By the way, it was not ily the Communists who were prepared to shoot on small revocation.
Back in Rome once more, I had the joyful news that the Bee agreed to my coming home for Christmas. I wandered mnd the shops with Godfrey Talbot, who was also'home-ard bound, looking for presents. One heavenly discovery as of German-made plastic toy soldiers. These miniature rmies in the Rome shops were surely the best available in ic world and I bought some with pleasure. There had been
time in the pacifist 'thirties, when my wife and I banned }y soldiers because we thought it encouraged military leas. No qualms troubled me now as I stuffed my few urchases into my suitcase. It was grand to come back ke Father Christmas.
Before leaving, I attended a conference at the Grande [otel given by General Alexander. " Alex," as everybody ailed him, had that quality which is common to all great rar leaders—the power of inspiring loyalty and devotion i those around him. His senior officers discussed his little eculiarities with affection, and, when the relative merits f commanders were debated, heatedly maintained that
Alex " was a better general than " Monty." One slight ccentricity was that he issued his personal badge to many f his closest associates. This was an enamelled head-uarters emblem, depicting the Mediterranean, represented y wavy blue lines, on a sienna-red background. It was rorn on the left breast pocket, beneath pukka decorations. le also indulged a fancy for original uniforms. On thisgging corpse at Nimes came into my mind and Ie said, " was the first for many months when my sleep overrefused toa pitiful wreck.—the only person whose clothing matchedvt r* v\ •» s\\ykat was the world waiting to learn? Surely that         copy "queucing up" for its turn on the radio to ]
